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broke from his lips.
"Permit me," said Ohara, approaching his
victim with the levelled revolver in one hand, the
lipstick in the other. With a couple of delicately
swift strokes of the latter he sketched the outline
of a heart on the steward's chest.
"It is the sign of love, madam," he added
suavely, surveying his artisty. Then he scribbled
a series of Japanese characters across the man's
stomach.
"Madam, my Nina is dead. That is why I shoot
this man through the heart,"
Ohara laughed. A shot rang out. The terrified
woman on the lower berth screamed with un-
musical violence. When she uncovered her eyes,
she saw the body of Kim lying in a crumpled mass
across the cabin floor.
Ohara was speaking calmly. A thin, wraith-like
wisp of smoke curled upwards from the weapon in
his hand*
"Here is my revolver, madam. Will you kindly
summon the gendarmes ? The bell IKS behind
you..."